EDITOR'S NOTE                       xi
little pleasure and a kind of nakedness of the mind
which feels acutely every fresh thought and idea, I
miss Con to-day as though we had lost her yesterday.'
I have written a short introduction which does
not profess to be a life of Constance Markievicz nor
of her sister Eva Gore-Booth. Still less does it pre-
tend to be a history of the Rising, for I am not qualified
for such a task, It happens, though, that I saw some
of the incidents of this Rising from an angle from
which no other living person saw them. I also possess
documents that will be of interest to those who knew
and loved the sisters. These documents will also
be of interest to those whose business it will be later
on to write the history of the times.
I have therefore felt it best to tell my personal
story simply and to publish the papers. It is not
a complete picture, but it is, I trust, a true version
of the happenings as I saw them,